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It is an edited photo shot when | was 17 (see the poem), on the quais of the 
Danube, in the city of Galatz. 

On my right was my grandfather and on my left (wearing a hat) was an uncle 
(the husband of one of my grandmother's cousin, a lively, entertaining 
couple). Both were named Alexander - Sandy in the family, the uncle being 
The Fat Sandy, and | called my grandfather Father Sandy. 

We got habits from the end of the 19th century, being all three selected 
(and proud were we) for extra in the tv movie Two Years’ Vacation (a 
French-German-Romanian coproduction, after the novel of Jules Verne). 

So, we were not real actors, but enjoyed for several days being part of the 
adventure, living the lives of people from another time, from another place 
(Auckland, New Zealand). 

We had fun, and despite their age, the two Sandy relished the moments 
with youthful penchant (at home, they teased their wives telling them about 
their “flirting” with the ladies who had chosen their clothes). 

It was in the month of July, in my own vacation/summer holiday, one of the 
wonderful many | had with my grandparents on mother's side. | had never 
landed on the top of the social ladder where they dreamed me to be, but if | 
ended up as a loser, maybe | did it with some of the style they preserved 
from a bygone era, sort of [a belle époque. 
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the master of the morning 

The tea is telling its story about lips./ | am telling mine.Then/ we are more 
silent than ever./ With out of nothing ceremony/ | pour the herbal tea:/ The 
cup is purring./ | am looking through the heathaze:/ The Master of the 
Morning/ is checking out his loneliness. / Nobody wins, nobody loses./ A 


happy end is circling in and out my body. 


the journey 
Life is a number of scattered doors/ opened or closed/ and the footprints 


you left between them/ finding out ways/ out of nowhere 


romantic irony 

Strolling along a word of a dead language, / a cliff of an other era,/ a 
solitude of unremembered thoughts// My dream flying over it,/ bird 
presumed to be the soul/ of someone who spoke that language// A shamed 


tear is trying/ to do good with a rainbow 


golden eye 

| dreamed a plain of grass/ of color gray./ At first | thought it was an asphalt 
road/ to all directions stretched, to rest./ But no, it was a grass. | saw me 
in,/ a child all smile and playful run,/ and angels coming down,/ drenching 
all in silver light, and.../ | suddenly wake up: a golden eye/ winks birdly, 


lies/ beyond my window, dream, and gray. 


fairy tale 
The clock is mirroring, mechanical heart, the time./ The human face and 


heart are mapping it and whine.// The bubbling youth is sapping through the 


memories of What and Why,/ And crystallizes an ever after story, a happy 
lie. 


call your name 

| thought sometimes my name is a stranger,/ A quote from a book out of my 
reach./ | thought sometimes my name is an angel/ Envisioning for me a sea 
and a beach.// My name could be a flag without an army,/ Lost child of an 

unfought battle,/ A cri de guerre - pour quelle patrie?// Allons, my name, 


sur les pristines champs Elysées -/ A noisy cowboy, a stormy cattle. 


archaeology 

There are moments when looking through a body its carcass can be seen// 
As an archaeologist is dreaming about the present as a quiet past - // A 
picture of eternal shipwreck in a brain-museum,// And history the milky 


legend attending a rebirth 


classicism 

Breathing in/ all the morning air/ | entrust it with the bet of our endeavour 
-the imagination/ of an external, planetlike brain./ Above it, without a 
blink, / the disk of the eye/ is swinging, / its tracks confirming the Earth's 
rotation./ I'm telling you all this over the shoulder,/ standing by the 
window./ The violet chilliness of dawn/ turns you asleep./ | might, step by 
step, wake you up/ chiseling you with beautiful kisses -/ the Ancient Greece 
out of museums would slip/ living with us, its splendour renewed,/ yet | 
prefer foreseeing your statuary/ while it's asleep, and/ | keep caressing its 


peace/ with blind thoughts of an external, planetlike brain. 


stille nacht 


Your green gray eyes/ are the Christmas tree/ Our image in the mirror, 
cuddled/ as an everlasting remember, / is its single trimming/ and carol 


singer 


romeo and juliet 

Under the arcade of our breathing/ are flowing the daily breaking news and 
commercials/ Our conscience had become a sewage channel/ for all this 
shifting map of human history/ Our bodies had become two fallen leaves/ 
from the evergreen dreamed tree of freedom/ sooner or later we’ ll be 
brought forever apart/ Maybe we’ ll get several lines in the news/ between a 
natural disaster and a royal wedding/ But, you know what? - maybe we 
never existed/ since not everyone is sure that Shakespeare existed/ or did 
he?// The sun and the moon are still in the setting/ The public is changing 
and the tabloids too/ Under the arcade of our breathing/ Something is 


missing, even a clue 


the poem never born 
Waterfall through brain/ The memories of pain// Engulfed by the foaming 


white paper/ The letters expire/ In a soft silver stain 


nightmare 


Stuck in a dream// Like Prometheus on the cliff 


letter to a chinese poet 

Tell me, there were/ shops and charnel-houses of feelings hereabouts, / 
Washing-line was full, / even the sparrows of gossip on it,/ ‘twas the shadow- 
line of planet Poemia,/ stars used to ooze/ (for the waxy figures museum)/ 
on the arch of smile in the corner of street, / Midsummer was the time of 
this dashing/ of steaming-smoking buffaloes,/ of your heart throbbing to 
me,/ Summer upon summer -/ thoughts are brought to the boil,/ Yet, the 
calligraphically/ brushstrokes of blood are smooth, / and I'm waiting for you/ 


across the street, across the beat,/ for a cup of good tea. 


in the open 
In front of my window is a big tree/ Every fall and spring we look each other 
in the eyes/ hiding quietly the roots of verb to be/ where light and shadow 


conspire/ so beautiful and bitter lies/ on time, on truth, on love, on youth 


iam back at age seventeen 

| am back at age seventeen/ Strolling the follies of youth/ while playing 
them down with the age from the backseat of mind/ sitting there like a 
worn teddy-bear with eyes glowing again/ under the glamour of age 
seventeen// You think this is nostalgia, some sickness of soul/ No, it is real 
time travel, like the soldier’s coming home/ from the far battle fields of a 
dead end future/ And as I’m approaching | begin tapping the feet and 
bobbing the head/ at the sound of the welcome party awaiting for me/ - | 


am back at age seventeen 


passion 

In a world where cattle are unwilling to enter an abattoir/ but men are 
hungry for war,/ a poet and a poetess have met/ You could say, in the old 
fashion, that the Sun met the Moon/ (Sol and Luna)/ Their illness, the illness 
of filling the silence with sighs turned to words,/ met their love,/ that grew 
beautiful wild and yearning to be treaded and mowed// The story is handed 
down, from heartbeat to heartbeat,/ from hope to hope, from hush to hush 
in the same sandglass of a world/ where cattle are unwilling to enter an 


abattoir/ but men are hungry for war 


do not bark, if you can't bite 
They made their fake justice// They secured their greed// Religious or not, 
they are acting like gods// Barking and biting is all they need// To set upa 


world// For the Beast -// Uber alles!// Uber alles! 


20 


don't worry, be happy 

A violet painted fantasy/ flashed from a foreign memory/ dishevels a 
rainbow of hues/ bright spots/ in my garden of dreams// The neighboring is 
stinking of kitsch/ the politicians bet & play orwell games/ disabled words 
echo the sick/ hatred, sick of its carnival ways/ Selling counterfeit dream/ 
is a timeless fashion/ a favorite pastime/ a monster is out of the ocean/ a 


heavy shadow, a dim smeared grin 


21 


exercise 
Define life/ as a birdlike trench/ a sweeping of giver-receiver roles/ ina 
poorly traceable flight/ the crooked question mark/ defying the ultimate 


fate 


22 


crossing my mind 

| stay as a general before the day of the battle/ before crossing the river/ 
parading my thoughts/ in evening colors uniforms/ | wonder at many of their 
faces, don't recognize them/ the person | was, almost a stranger to me/ | 
look beyond present, then look back again/ I'm closing the eyes, in the 
closing of wings of the day/ | wonder at my faceless thinking/ how I'll fare 


tomorrow/ maybe a victory as a delay 


23 


monologue 

Passing along all sorts of historical events/ with a benevolent 
indifference, an alien's detachment/ Kind of the way the actors of 
those happenings are looking/ to other people as characters/ in the 
narratives they invented// Philosophical debates dissolve on the 
children’s playground/ Wars are shorthand for human's language root/ 
Like dripping colors feelings are mixing on the walls of memory/ 


Together with the moving, parched lips inside a solitary mind 


24 


hunger games 

A rich imagination might be guilty/ A multiplied experience is pushing 
on decisions/ The freedom of word is a lie to the thought/ And the 
freedom of thought echoes the walls of a prison/ Happiness has 
rounded up all histories of ideas/ And ideas are that people, more 
than food, are eating up/ And in turn ideas are devouring all of the 
men but not their hunger for them/ For all that matters in the 
universe of the mind/ Is this engrossing self turmoil, this baffling 


hide-and-seek -and-hide... 


25 


portrait 

You have no guarantee, or passport, but you keep dreaming/ and 
ranting about a better world, a better species, / meaning & mission/ 
Reforming blueprints from under the hood/ build a charismatic 
wreath/ replicated over each of the two extreme posts of a lifespan/ 
Multitudes are going in the footsteps of your stirring pilgrimage, / 
their hopes are shaping media wonder news,/ foundations and 
parties/ All of it will end between the covers of a history textbook, / 
seasoned with some spectacular photos/ and matching platitudes of 
Q&A's/ You'll be secured a place, a niche/ in dictionaries, 
cyclopedias, revolutionary genes/ for a while, for a while/ as any of 


us playing with rules/ in the open cage of the Time 


26 


prison blues 

All the outer layers on the physical and moral nakedness/ guessing the 
frontier between animality & divinity/ are crumbling/ in a puzzle of images 
& notions/ under the waves of an invisible time/ washing the memories of 
pride/ under the last heartbeat/ deafening the calls for a makeshift 
eternity/ sweeping the line of a testimonial poem -/ A Golden Heart, A 


Silver Bullet, An Iron Age,/ the bitter echo of a golden cage 


27 


the catalogue of ships 

The ridicule of emotions/ against the background of history/ The dumb 
smile/ The foolish laugh & weep/ Turning to grotesque through the inroads 
of vanity/ The naiveteé of trust and even that of proved friendship/ The 
shatters of a dreamed harmony recycled by a trash-poetry/ celebrated in 
academic reviews/ like money laundering// The out of duty compassion 
saving the day/ And the caress of a hermit thought over the carnivalesque 


now/ crowning the night 


28 


jewelry 


As a precious stone in an ordinary wall/ | insert this one tiny poem/ cut of 
the blossomed desert of the heart/ (from the literary heritage of past 


centuries)/ a swath of mighty grass/ burning with desire to be cropped/ 
Burning - 


29 


| had never a horse./ | had never a kingdom./ | never had a bright idea./ I'll 
never reach the wisdom.// Someday, this thinking will be gone./ Someday, 
the sun will end up too./ And I'll never know of another beginning,/ And 7 


love’ will be orphan of ‘you’. 
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